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“What Fools Ghese Mortals Be!” 


@m* RooseEVELT is easily the most popular American traveler. 


“<< 


Each time Mr. Diaz of Mexico, like Mr. Bryan, decides to run 
for President again. But there the similarity ceases. 
7 
GeErtrupDeE Horrman, Maud Allan, Isadora Duncan, and the rest 
of the Salome girls, are unable to understand the fuss that has 
been made about an increased tax on hosiery. 
“ 
SENATOR ALDRICH was somewhat annoyed that the Democrats 
should assume to assist in framing a Tariff. The Republican 
Party, he declared, would be held responsible. ‘This is quite true. 
The Republican Party 


WHEN lovely woman plays the idjut, 
In basket bonnets ultra swell, 
She—Lady Vere de Vere or Bridget— 
She looks like aitch ee double ell! 
“ 


Party, 2., a company or number of persons ranged on one side, or united 
in opinion or design, in opposition to others in the community. 
—Century Dictionary. 

This lets out the Democrats in Congress. There is only one 
political party in the United States. 
— 

A Sunpbay-scHoo. of Socialism for children has been inaugurated 

in Brooklyn. ‘There is no reason why grown-ups should not be 


permitted to attend; indeed, they should be encouraged to. Any 
child of seven knows as 





will be held responsible enti, yn 
for more things than the ( , : 

Rhode Island politician tis 
wots of. It is not unlike- 
ly that the Republican 
Party, which saved the MZ 
country, will ultimately ( 


wreck it. a = t 7 
aioe Mt’ es 


A BURGLAR is potentially 
a homicide; so is a 
reckless motorist. The 
laws applying to both are 
inadequate, and should 
be amended. Motorists 
complain that the many 
should not be made to 
suffer for the sins of the 
few; but the law against 
murder is just as irritating 
to people who would like 
to practice the fine art of 
murder and do away with 
unpleasant neighbors and 
relatives. Society is bound 
to protect its members, 
and at present they need . 
a great deal of protection 
from the fool in the car. 


‘= 


EXPERIMENTS conducted 

by the Department of 
Agriculture show that 
paper material can be 
made from cornstalks. So 













much about modern So- 
cialism as the average 
Citizen. 

XZ 


THE epidemic of bad art 

in Germany has result- 
ed in the establishment, 
at Stuttgart, of a Museum 
of Bad Taste, in which 
horrible examples of trash 
are exhibited, in the hope 
that they may have a de- 
terrent effect. Such a 
museum might be estab- 
lished in any country. 
America, for one, is en- 
cumbered with a million 
tons of trash, which in- 
cludes sofa pillows made 
from cigar ribbons, ash- 
trays made from cigar 
bands, souvenir postcards, 
useless and unbeautiful 
bric-a-brac, things which 
pretend to be something 
they are n’t. And notin the 
poorest households will 
you find all these things 
—some of the worst 
“decorate” the homes of 
the well-to-do. 
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Wuate’s milk is extolled 
as great stuff for 
man. Everybody should 


H:%- 
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we shall: presently need 

a tariff provision protecting 
the home-made cornstalk from 
the pauper cornstalk of Europe. 


AN 


OLD HAND AT THE GAME. 


Vet THey Say THE Cast-IRON DUKE IS THINKING OF TAKING 
Up GoLr. 


keep a whale; or, if one 

is dependent on the market, 

one should insist on having only 
pasteurized and certified milk. 
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BEATING THE DUTCH. 


A BIRCH-BARK RECORD DEPICTING THE ABORIGINAL JUBILATION OVER SELLING MANHATTAN ISLAND FOR $24. 





NOT LIKE OTHER GIRLS. A CLEVER CAPTIVE. 
HE was not like other girls. bie beautiful young captive retained her presence of mind, how- 
xr) This remark suggests that there is a story coming —a story of ever, and when it came her turn to be taken before the cannibal 
about thirty chapters —in which Deborah gives up the young __ king, she marcelled herself very carefully. 
man because her mother needs her assistance, and the young man “Ain’t I sweet, though!” she éxclaimed, archly flirting her 
cannot support three persons on handkerchief at the monarch. 


his salary, and she mourns 
for him till her dying day, 
and gives the younger 
women excellent ad- 
vice, and is known as 
the sweetest, dearest 
soul in East Green. 
wich, R. I. 

Not so. Nopee. 

The name of this 
girl is not Deborah. 
It is Maybelle, and 
be sure you spell it 
just like that. Her 
mother was not 
hard up, because 
she and a shrewd 
legal light and a pro- 
bate judge have 
wrenched sufficient from 
Maybelle’s former Pa. 
And as for the young man 
— Maybelle has no ac- 
quaintance below the taxi- 
cab mark. Yet, she was not like other girls. What title did you 

She went on twice a day at a vaudeville house, clad just suf- pees decide on for your 

ficiently to keep the police unofficially interested. Everybody said as _—. ‘new book, John? 


His Majesty at once fell into the trap. ‘You’re simply It!” 
he replied, cordially. 

‘Well, sweet things are terribly fattening.” 

“Ah!” 

“ Oh, terribly! And there’s nothing so hopelessly out of it as 
to be fat, these days!” 

Whereupon the king was greatly 

shaken, and commanded her in- 
stant release. 

* People used to blame me 
because I knew I was 
pretty, but all the time 
I felt sure the knowl- 
edge would come handy 
some day!” com- 

mented the lovely 
creature, as she 
was led away. 
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2 UTHOR’S WIFE 
: b te : (interrupting his 
| after-dinner siesta for 





WHAT PATRICK HAS TO DO. 
the third time).— 


she was a peach. AUTHOR (sleepily je 
The difference between her and other girls was $500 a week. — —* How to be Nap- 
Freeman Tilden. WHAT PATRICK WOULD LIKE TO DO. py though Harried. 








he annoying thing about your sins finding you out is your conviction 
that they will call again. 





ALMOST A MAY-QUEEN. 






H, MOTHER, I fain would be Queen of the May, yall ; | 
a) i . 

My tresses bedecked with a wreath; : ww a 

And forth would I sally at break of the day, IWE WMC acinus ey 








Fleet-footed, o’er meadow and heath; .——— 

, But I fear that to-morrow at home I must : 
Stay, 

For I’ve nothing to wear but a sheath. 


And I would arise when the far-away 
east 
At sunrisé is glowing with splendor, 
And gaily trip over the lea—or at least 
I would were my tootsies less tender; 





For the heels we are wearing have 
sadly increased 
The woes of the feminine gender. 


Abroad would I wander when low in 
the vale 
The mists of the morning are pearly, 
And nature’s sweet charms would my 
senses regale, 

But I never can keep my hair curly 
On damp, misty mornings; and some- 
how I quail 
At the thought of arising so early. 


So, ma, if you’re waking, please call me : 
at ten, ae pent = 
And bring me some fragrant and steaming 
ITE 
Hot coffee, and toast thickly buttered; and when or ee 


, JHE E ; is G oO oO THE -CLEANING DEPARTMENT. 
The sun through the window comes WHEN THE SUFFRAGETTES GET CONTKOL OF THE STREET-CL I 











bi 3 1) : streaming, 
\ Just pull down the shade, mother darling, little boys. What does that little girl in the pink kimono say? 
and then That’s right! She says that after having such a beautiful 


Your child will continue her dreaming. library, that would be education enough, and we would n’t need 
J. Adair Strawson. books. j 
Now we shal hav a slite exercize in simplifide speling. 
Ellis O. Jones. 


EDUCATION. 
OW, CHILDREN, we are going to MODERATELY EFFECTIVE. 

have a few lessons in Educa- S" goes in for simplicity, — 

tion. If I should ask you how to _For the power of simplicity = 
: Is a thing she doesn’t doubt, no, not a bit! 

become educated, your answer But she is not so simple 
would be: “Read books. That As to think, by being simple 
would be right, to a certain extent, Simply, she'll be voted Simply It. 


at least. 
N ow, then, the 
&. next question 
all —— : > = /// would be how to 
SSW S SST yee = , get the books. 
What do you say 
to that? “Build 
libraries,” says the 
THE LINE OF LEAST RESISTANCE. _ little cross-eyed chap 
: : in the center there. 
Tag Walst LIne. Correct again. Tobe 

sure, build libraries. 

But we are not thru yet. How shall we build 
the libraries? That question is not so easy. There 
is a bright little girl over there in the corner with her 
hand up. What do you say, little girl? That’s 
fine. She says that we should find out how much 
money there is in the city treasury, appropriate it, 
and go into debt for as much more on condition that 
some dear old gentleman from somewhere would 
donate alike sum. Isn’t that a splendid answer for 
such a little girl? 

And now comes the hard question. After we 
have the library, how are we going to get the books? 
Now, what does that little crooked-nosed boy in the 
front seat say? He says we should buy them. No. 
That is the first wrong answer. He has evidently 





i 
' / 














forgotten that we could not afford to buy books after A TOO-PRACTICAL JOKE. 
spending so much for the library. Let’s try a little girl Mrs. Monk.— You young villain, you! I'll teach you to masquerade as 


on that question. Little girls seem to know more than Roosevelt, and scare all the neighbors’ children into fits ! 











~~... in the world but unhappiness saves happiness from being an 
intolerable bore. 

















Leaves trom the Diarie of a Tryon County Rebel. 
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RYON County, Apl. 1, 
1775-—Haven’t seen a 
Mingo or a Cayuga for a 
fortnight. My rifle prac- 
tice is sadly neglected. 

Dave Ellerson came 
near losing his scalp yester- 
daye. A passel of Onei- 
das were chasing him 
downe the Powder Creek 
trail when he stumbled 
over a sleeping jack-rabbit 
and fell heavily. “Suf- 
ferin’ wildcats!” yells 
Dave. “Git out o’ th’ way and give a man room that 4 run!” 

Found another heavy war-arrow sticking in the pine door of 
my cabin one morning last week. When I passed Chief War- 
cloude’s wigwam to-day, up by Oneida Castle, I return the compli- 
ment by dumping a load of buck-shott through the skin door of his 
family teepee. 

Apl. 6, 1775.—A birch-bark message was thrown through my 
window last night telling me to leave the county or “fear the worst.” 
The very worst that those sneaking Torries can do is the /as? of 
my troubles. 

Signs of a war with England. Patriotism burns brighter. Ed. 
Carter had his front teeth knocked out to-day. Soldiers must have 
good teeth to bite off the paper cartridges. Stuive Fassett acci- 
dently cut his trigger finger off this morning; Sile Seaver unfortu- 
nately lopped the toes off his 
marching foot. When 
I told Sile it was too 
bad, because now 
he’d be drafted to 
serve in the mounted 
dragoons, he vowed 
he ’d take off a leg. 

Apl. 11.— The 
Kinge has signed 
an edict saying we 
must stop shooting 
up the savages. I 
don’t see anything 
else but to declare 
war. We Americans 
must stand up for 
our rights. 

An Injun from 
Cherry Valley wasin 
town this a.m. and 
wanted to exchange 
two bear skins for 
bullets. I gave him 
some lead in ex- 
change — placed 
them rather neatly, 
too, for 143 paces. 

My new leggings 
of real Injun pelt are 
fine. I’ve had them 
trimmed with Iroquois 
hair. 

Apl. 16.— Was to Albany 
yesterday. Found that war 





















“ JIGSAWED.” 


Or, THE PREOCCUPIED BURGLAR, 
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had been declared in three 
taverns. The Torries were 
busy in the Sign of the 
Flask telling what Geo. 
Rex would do to us 
rebels. We showed them 
what us rebels would do 
to the Torries, and it 
war n’t no slouch of a fite 
either. 

I haven’t cut a notch 
in my rifle stock in a 
week now. Somestringent 
game laws ought to be 
inacted. Good shooting gets poorer every season, and there won't 
be an Injun left in 10 years unless protected. 

May 2, 1775.—If I catch that scoundrely redskin that set 
fire to my cabin last night I’ll blow a hole in his karkis that you 
can throw a Dutch Bible through. This gettin’ owt every night to 
put out fires has got to stop! 

More war talk. 

May 11.—Nothin’ doin’, War talk. Will they never fight? 
A party of us “rebels” debated the rights of the Stamp Act with 































some Rensselaer Torries in Van Deusen’s tavern last night. I got 
a bad cut in my side and a bullet in my arm, but we won. The 


affirmative gave way before the arguments presented by Dave 
Ellerson with his new double-barreled pistoles. 
July 4.—Hooray ! 


War has been declared! Now for some 
fun! Goodbye, dear diarie. 
I’m off for Boston towne. 


Don Cameron Shafer. 


KNOW HER? 


“ HAT sort of a 
hostess is Mrs. 
Pumper ?” 

“The sort that 
asks you how you 
slept the night be- 
fore, and who con- 
stantly observes that 
you have the appe- 
tite of a humming- 
bird.” 


IT WAS GOOD. 


“Ts my credit good 
here?” asked 
the unkempt man, 
leaning carelessly 
against the bar. 
“Sure,” answered 
; the bartender, busy 
Apert polishing the glass- 
be VEERING es 
ware. “Good enough 
if you only want to 
borrow trouble.” 
Then the bouncer got 
busy. 








ANYTHING TO WIN. 




















His harsh laugh broke 
two palings in the fence. 

“After these indignities!” 
he hissed. ‘After mop- 
ping up a pavement for an 
angry father ?” 

She sobbed softly. 

“Richard, you do not 
understand. Youare grossly 
misjudging papa. He does 
not hate you. He is aman 
of great determination who 
has just purchased a pair 
of hole-proof socks and 
has sworn to prove the six- 
months’ guarantee a fake.” 


A DULL WINTER. 


New YorKER at one of 
the Jersey winter resorts 
had occasion to complain of 
the service in the dining-room. 
“Waiter!” he called out 
sternly, one evening, “how much 
longer have I got to sit here 
without my dinner? I ’ve been 
here a full hour!” 

“You've got nothin’ on me, 
sir!” responded the waiter. “I’ve 
been here since seven this morn- 
ing. Kinder tiresome, ain’t it?” 


-\RopELLeD by her father’s heavily-socked foot, the young man 
had just landed in the gutter. 
to see her standing in the door, mocking his plight. Yes; 
there she was, but her tone was colored, not by scorn, but 


He rose painfully, expecting 


“Richard,” she said, “you must come again. It is 


oy by entreaty. 
A! papa’s wish.” 









CS  yeeccee: IS SWEET!” the young man 
cried, 
With laughter far from sad. 
«Since I’ve grown up, dear mother cuts 
My duds down to fit dad.” 





REFLECTIONS OF AN ENGAGEMENT RING. 
tte Man and I can always get around a pretty girl. 
I am rushed to death trying to keep all my engagements. 
Diamond, diamond, who’s got the diamond? 
I get in a box sometimes, but I don’t stay there long. 
“When shall we three meet again ?” 
I am going home to papa. 


“Ring around a Rosy”—and 
a Daisy and a Violet and a 
Lily, and all the other little 
dears. 


Oh, dear, do I have to 
move again ? 
Barbara Blair. 


BUSYNESS. 


os E ex Hon. Thomas Rott 
is a very busy man, 
isn’t he ?” 

“Oh, yes! He views 
with alarm and alarms 
without views, and points 
with pride and has pride 
without point; all of which 
so fully occupies his time 
that he finds opportunity 
for little else.” 





HER METHOD. 


BROOKLYN PRIMOGENITURE. 
Mr. JoraLeMon De KALB. —My will is made. To your rt ee she accom- 


pany on the piano? 
Betia.— No, she just sits in 
the audience and hums. 


younger brothers and sisters I have left my real estate, bonds, 
and personal property; but to you, Arthur, my favorite son, I 
have bequeathed the family rubber-plant. Heaven bless you both! 

















PUCK 


RESOURCE IN RASCALITY. 

E CHEATED right, he cheated left. 
The world, of patience all bereft, 
Cried: ‘*He must swing!” 

He cheated high, he cheated low. 
But did he hang for it? Oh, no! 
Oh, no such thing. 

IIe cheated poor, he cheated rich; 





He cheated friend, he cheated foe; 
I really cannot tell you which 

He cheated more, for I don’t know. 
And when quite through, 

He fitly completed 

His course, and cheated 
The gallows, too! R.B. 


DISAPPOINTED. 


“Q]Jo, stREE, by dad, I don't see that ‘lectin’ Bill 
Taft an’ runnin’ Roosyfelt out has done the 
country no good so far, said Uncle Andy Billdad, 
as he made a false move of one of his men on the 
checkerboard on the barrel in the Crossroads store. 
“The Taftites told us that the financial depression 
would come to an end an’ money wouldn't be so 
tight, once the ‘lection was over an’ Taft got in; 
but, by gum! I ain’t don’t see it that-a-way yet! Wh 
Aigs is only thutty cents a dozen, an’ they was that Nl 
when Roosyfelt was in, an’ I sold a six-old veal 
ca’f for three dollars an’ a quarter yistiday an’ I 
got three an’ a half for a bigger one when Roosy- 
felt was in. If you call that easin’ up the money 
stringency an’ makin’ bizness better, by gum! I don’t! 
Might as well of run Bill Bryan as Bill Taft fer as I 
kin see any change in the world o’ finance from ’lectin’ Bill 
Taft. It’s your move, Dad Cobb, an’ don’t you go to cheatin’. 
Thar ’s enough rascality on Wall Street an’ in Congress without you 
cheatin’ at checkers, by gum!” M. M. 


ITS IDENTITY. 


genes GaumPeErRs.— Uh-well, sah, me and muh wife done 
sallybrated our rubber weddin’ last night, and 
BroTHER Lopp.—Hol’ on, sir! What sawt-uh weddin’? 
BROTHER GAUMPERS.—Our rubber wedidin’, sah. We done 
invited ’bout a dozen of our friends over to a chicken supper, wid a 
little gin and music afterward; and mighty nigh de whole rest o’ 
de cullud poperlation stood outside and rubbered in th’oo de 
winders ! 





IN THE SOUL 








THE WINGS OF JUSTICE. 
THE OFFICER OF THE Law.—At last, Luke Dandruff, your 
race is run! You will be safe in the Tombs before your elegant 
private car is out of the Bad Lands! 





PROGRESS IMPEDED. 


ae MemMBER.— Mrs. De Streak didn’t have her way at the 
Dress Reform meeting this afternoon, did she? 
SeconD MemBer.— No, her gown fitted her so tightly that she 
could n’t make a motion. 


LuB.—Henpeckke has a wonderful admiration for that boy of his. 
Dus.— Yes, the youngster actually talks back to his mother. 


CRUSH. 
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Tue Stout Party.—I tell you, Jones, old chap, since 
taking up New Thought I’m a changed man. As Healey says: 
‘‘T am the master of my fate, I am the captain of my soul!” 


THE SuBwAY GUARD.—AIl aboard! Step lively! 








he average man is very willing to be his brother's Keeper when, by putting 
the ban on something he doesn’t care for himself, he can make his brother 


uncomfortable, 
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THE PUCK PRESS. 


FALLING GOI 











LLING GODS 























er an 








A SONG OF SEED TIME. 


UR CONGRESSMAN has sent me seeds, 





In gorgeous poke and packet; 





\ 
And now among the old dead weeds FAN 
\'\ 


' 
Bh) 
\' 
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I'll start to make a racket; 





I'll dig the soil till it is loose, 
And tear the clods asunder, 
And hope my garden may produce 


Some Vegetable Wonder. 





I plant the seed, but what it grows 
There is no way of tellin’; 





Perhaps it may produce a rose, 


Perhaps a watermelon. 


The seeds that come from Uncle Sam 
Would drive a gambler silly; 





One week you think you ‘ll raise a yam, 
The next a water-lily. 
When I was young and rather green 
I thought it most enchanting 





To work the drug-store slot-machine— 
But now my joy’s in planting 
The seed that ‘s warranted to wash, 
And grow while you are workin’; 
Perhaps it will produce a squash, 
Perhaps bring forth a gherkin. 


My neighbors’ misdirected jokes 
And gibes I well remember, 
When I had reaped my artichokes 
And thistles, last September. 
They saw my little stretch of land 
Grown up to burs and bramble; 
Poor souls!’ They could not understand 
The latest sort of gamble. 
At last I’ve found a harmless game yy Et founs, 
That seems to me a blessing; 





And so [’]I plant the seeds that came, CULTURINE. 
And spend the summer guessing! SHE.—The values on the hat are done pretty good, don’t you think? 
Walt Alason. He.—Yes. And the atmosphere of the table ain’t so slow, neither. 
WHAT’S THE ANSWER? MOST UNUSUAL. 





“a7 Dis influential p’int in muh ’scussion,” triumphantly said ge oe Most vnusual thing about this trolley line. 

good old Parson Bagster, “atter I has demolished de unan- Weaver.— Unusual! Huh, fuses blow out, end-seat hogs 
swerable argymunts of dat ’ar new-fangled predominate, flat wheels on every car, no heat, 
and peaked-headed ’zorter wid . no ventilation, just the same as any other 
de fuzzy side-whiskers dat ’s old railway. 
uh-holdin’ fo’th in de stone SEAVER. — Yes; but I no- 
church down dar in de holler, tice our conductor has clean 
and chased him, figger-eight- hands. 
ively speakin’, all tattered and 
to’n, wid de tail of his onholy 
sizzum uh-twixt de legs of his 
false and lyin’ hector-doxy, 
into de hole of everlastin’ bo- 
livion, if dar’s a_ brudder 
present, or a sistah, dat don’t 
cl’arly onderstand, or is mo- 
lested- wid doubts and dis- 
figgerments, I pauses to give 
sich-uh one a chance to ax 
any question he may de- 
siah.” 

“ Uh-well, den, Pahson,” 
said a lank and discouraged- 
looking brother, rising in his 
place in the midst of the con- 
gregation, “I ’d dess like to 
putt an inquisition to yo’ 
dat ’s been uh-pesterin’ me a 
pow’ful sight yuh of late: 
When a pusson has done got a 
hoodoo fixed on him, am he hoo- mo 
dooed, hoo-done, or hoo-didded? | 
Dat 'é:what I wants to know.” ONE OF THE SIX BEST BETS. 


A RIB ROAST. 


Bygone ye a man’s rib, 

and all that has been 
made of it, we can believe 
that even though a part may 
not, owing to political and 
other disabilities, be greater 
than the whole, it may have 
the whole beaten to a frazzle 
in point of versatility. 





TWISTED ETHICS. 


- W'* don’t you exert 
your influence in this 
graft matter?” asked the pub- 
lic-spirited citizen when he 
met the newspaper proprietor. 
“It’s a much-needed reform.” 
—~_ “T know it’s a good thing,” was 
the reply. “But the trouble is 
that one of the other papers took 
it up first.” 


Mr. HENNERY COCHIN (ruffed).—Well, what are N raising the duty on things that 

OUT OF TUNE. you after now? women wear, the tariff reformers 

na Pee a THE Vistror. —I am collecting material for . ; 3 
Sz you ‘te iar! ‘Fox's Book of Martyrs,” and would like to include know what they are about, for women 
‘* Well, don’t keep harping on it!” you and your family in the body of the work. will have them no matter what they cost. 
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OUR GUESS IS NOT. 


This man thinks he has made a hit with 
the lady on the stage 





stage. 


A LOVER OF NATURE. 


= DO LOVE the country! Don’t you, Mr. Walker? 
Everything is so serene, so peaceful and so fresh. 
1 feel as though I could walk miles, this air is 
so invigorating. Let us take a good long 
tramp. No, I don’t believe I want to go quite 
as far as the village; why, they say it is a mile 
and a half! The sulphur spring? That is a 
terrible climb. Suppose we take this path 
through the woods. It looks so nice and level. 
Isn’t this heavenly! So calm, so—so soothing. 
One feels as if nothing could ever trouble or harm 
one again because dear Mother Nature is everywhere. 
Oh, what is that—that crashing in the bushes? _ Don’t, you hear it? 
Is it—is it a bear? Oh, it is only your dog —how 
he frightened me! Do make him stay close beside us, in case any 
wild animal should come. Too near the hotel? Oh, but I’ve read 
of terrible things happening close by civilization. Why, in India 
tigers come right up to the villages and carry off the people. Oh, 
well, of course I know this is America, but then 
This zs lovely! Don’t you worship nature, Mr. Walker? It 
always seems to me to lift one far above the sordid cares of daily 
life—the petty thoughts of —of dress and—oh, bother, look at 
that! I’ve torn my sleeve on this overhanging bush. Isn’t it a 
shame—a great big three-cornered tear right where it will show, no 
matter how well it is 
mended. It has just 
ruined this waist. I don’t 
see why bushes with sharp 
twigs were ever invented. 
A part of nature? Y—es, 
I suppose they are, but 
they’re a very unpleasant 
part. ns cs oo Whats 
sweet little brook!” I sup- 
pose it goes on forever. 
Wouldn’t it be splendid to 
be a fish on such a hot day 
and have nothing to do 
butswim about in the clear, 
cool water? Yes; do let 
us go across. On _ those 
stones? Oh, I couldn’t 
—TI’d be sure to get my 
feet wet. .. I’m not afraid 
of taking cold so much as of 
spoiling my shoes. I had 
them made just for tramping 











This is how he looks from the 
Has he made a hit or not? 








Let us sit down here; we can see the 


ized. 
other side of the brook, and | suppose the 
path is just like this all along—when you've 


seen One part you’ve seen the whole. 1’m tired, 
anyway. Isn’t this nice? After all, there is 
nothing like nature. I could sit all day like 
this, in perfect quiet, without saying a word, and 
listen to the music of the water and the murmur- 
ing pines and the hemlocks, and feel that I was 
akin to it all. It is the delicious sense of 
nearness to everything that I so revel in...... 
Oh, oh! take it away! take it away! kill it! 
bain There, I’ve shaken it off! It was the big- 
gest bug I ever saw! It must have been a cen- 
tipede, ora Gila monster, or some of those dread- 
ful creatures. 

No, I don’t believe I 
again; there are 
Let us go back the way 
needn’t hurry; I 
want to en- ‘ — 
joy the still- — 
ness as long 
as possible 
... Wouldn’t £ { 

it be nice if we 
had thought to bring a 
nature book? Then we 
could have read it 
aloud and compared it 
with our surroundings. 
Perhaps we might 
write a little nature 
ourselves. Wouldn’t 

it be fun—do let us 
tryit! You don’t think 
you know enough? 
Perhaps you are not 

a close observer; one 
has to be that to write 

a nature book, of course. 
Now, I am a close ob- 
server; I take in every- 
thing at a glance. Why, when 

I meet a friend I can tell what 
her clothes are like before we 
have even kissed each other. 
Quickness and accuracy of obser- 
vation are my strong points, al- 
though I hate to boast, and that is why 

I think I might be successful as a nature writer. Of course it isn’t 
everyone who — gracious! Stop—look—right ahead in the path! 
Don't step on it— you'll 
get bitten......... Are 
you sure it isn’t a snake? 
A piece of rope? You 
saw it as we came by? 
Well, I didn’t, and it looks 
exactly like a snake. It 
might have been one, any- 
way, for I suppose there 
are snakes in the woods. 
eer We might walk a 
little faster. Do you mind 
if we do? 

Why, here we are, 
back at the hotel! I 
thought we were much 
farther away. Let us sit 
on the porch in these nice, 
comfortable chairs ..... 
Now, “his is bliss! Look 
at the sky and those hills 
and the woods—all so 
beautiful and hazy and — 


want to sit down 


too many monsters about. 
but 


we came, we 








THAT’S ALL. 


MOTHER.—Why, Mabel, what’s that? 
MABEL.—Why, just my elbows, Mama. 
body has them. 








and they were frightfully 
expensive. There ought to be 

a bridge;‘a little rustic bridge 
would be so nice and—and civil- 


SPRING CATASTROPHE. 


OnE WorM (¢errified).— Help! Help! I wonder if I’m fatally 
hurt? Heavens, but these earthquakes are terrible things! 


and distant. Oh, Idolove 

nature! I simply adore 
nature! Don’t you, dear 
Mr. Walker ? Eunice Ward. 











Every 














BREAKING IT 
GENTLY. 


A young artist once 
persuaded Whistler 
to come and view his 
latest effort. The 
two stood before the 
canvas for some mo- 
ments in silence. 
Finally the young 
man asked timidly: 
‘*Don’t you think, 
sir, that this paint- 
ing of mine is—well 
—er—tolerable?”’ 

Whistler’s eyes 
twinkled danger- 
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WITH OR WITHOUT MEALS. 
Hote CLERK.— American or European? 
Mr. Ceci FITZRALEIGH.— My word! Cawn’t you see I’m an 
Englishman? 





If you have a sluggish appetite in the morning, try 
half a grape fruit, adding sugar to suit the taste, and 
a teaspoonful of Abbott's Bitters. Nothing better. 





New MINISTER MAKEs A Hirt. 


The new minister in a Georgia church was delivering his first sermon., The 
darkey janitor was a critical listener from the back corner of the church. The 
minister’s sermon was eloquent, and-his prayers seemed to cover the whole 
category of human wants. 

After the services one of the deacons asked the old darkey what he 
thought of the new minister. “Don’t you think he offered up a good prayer, 
Joe?” 

“Ah mos’ suhtainly does, Boss. Why, dat man axt de good Lord fo’ 
things dat de odder pane didn’t even know he had!”—Z£verybody’s. 





|GOUT & RHEUMATISM HENRY LINDENMEYR & SONS 
PAPER WAREHOUSE, 


32, 84 and 36 Leone hares 
Branon Wa Street, | NEW Your. 


DRUGGISTS. ih All kinds of hee made to order. 
OR 93 HENRY ST. BROOKLYN, N.Y. F i 

















QuiTE DIFFERENT. 


Citus Man. —I 
understand, sir, that 
you began life as a 
newsboy ? 

GUEST OF THE 
Eveninc, —I fear 
some one has been 
fooling you. I be- 
gan life as an infant. 
—Philippine Gossip. 


“How’s your 
husband doing?” 
said a woman to a 
friend the other day. 

**’Bout the same,” 
was the answer. 





felt the need of some 
steady occupation. 
So he thought he’d 
make it his business 








clock.’ — 77t-Bits. 











PUCK PROOFS 


Photogravures from PUCK 


Copyright 1907 by Keppler & Schwarzmann 

















SO YOU’RE GOING HOME TO-MORROW. 
By E. Frederick. 
Photogravure in Sepia, 20x 15 in. PRICE ONE DOLLAR. 


Copyright 1907 by Keppler & “chwarzmann 





These are but 
two examples of 
PUCK . PROOFS. 


Send Ten Cents for 
Catalogue with over 
Seventy Miniature Re- 
productions. 


Address 








PUCK, New York, 


295-309 Lafayette Street. —-- : = —~— 
THE WATCHFUL CHAPERON. 











Trade supplied by “I wish that young man would not take Ethel so far out.” 
Gubelman Publishing Co., By Gordon H. Grant. 
801 Third Avenue, New York. Photogravure in Sepia, 12x 15 in. PRICE FIFTY CENTS. 
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you seem 
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“Why are arti- 
cles on how to raise 
children usually 
written by people 
who have no fami- 
lies of their own?”’ 

‘* Probably,” an- 
swered the worried 
mother, ‘‘it’s be- 
cause people who 
have children are 
too busy to write ar- 














STYLE 
NEATNESS 
COMFORT 


THE IMPROVED 


ticles.’”’ — Washing- 
ton Star. 
‘* You look so pale 
: and thin. What’s 
“WBE The Name is stamped f | got you?” 
on every loop— Be sure it’s “Work. From 
there P morning to night 
THE wip and only a one-hour 
rest.”’ 
‘How. long have 
pence you been at it?” 


“I begin to-mor- 
row.” —Success. 


CLASP : 


LIES FLAT TO THE LEG— 
NEVER SLIPS, TEARS, NOR 
UNFASTENS 
Worn All Over The World 
Sample pair, Silk 50c., Cotton 
2c. M 


JustTLy Proup. 

Mrs. NAYBORLY. 
—TI hear your son, 
Henery, is gettin’ on 


ailed on receiptot # | first-rate down to 
price. 
college. 
GEORGE FROST CO. Mrs. HoMEuUN.— 


Boston, Mass. 


INSIST ON HAVING THE GENUINE 
REFUSE ALL SUBSTITUTES wan 


Oh, bea-utifully! 
He ’s in the syca- 
more class now! — 
Chic. Eve’'g News. 




















Established 1810 


OLD 
OVERHOLT 
RYE 


Almost a century of 
continuous manufac- 
ture under the same 
formula and in the 


same old way. 


A. OVERHOLT & Co. 
PITTSBURG, PA. 


{ 
inent citizens took a 





** AGANG of prom- 


Strange nigger out 
and lynched him, 
night before last,’’ 
casually remarked 
the landlord of the 
tavern at Polkville, 
Ark. 


‘“*That so?” in- 


quired the recently 


arrived washipg-ma- 
chine agent. ‘‘ Was 
there any other rea- 
son?” — The Bell- 


| man, 


UNSYMPATHETIC. 

Mrs. MALAPROP. 
—Young Sharp will 
have to apologize be- 
fore I speak to him 
again. 

MIss INTEREST. — 
Did he insult you? 

Mrs. MALAPROP., 
—Did he? The last 
time I met him I told 
him that my uncle, 
Lord De Style, had 
locomotive atacksia, 
and he had the impu- 
dence to ask if he 
‘whistled at cross- 
ings.”” He’s an un- 
sympathetic brute.— 
New York Times. 








CAMBRIDGI 


the regular Stze 





PHILIP MORRIS 


ORIGINAL LONDON 


CIGARETTES 


All good people 
likethem. Near- 


ly all good peo- 


ple smoke them 


Brown . Boxes 


In Little 


1MBASSADOR 


after-dinner size 











Bunner’s Short Stories 








SHORT SIXES 


+} 





H. C. BUNNER 


For sale by all Booksellers, 





MADE IN FRANCE 


Though the creations are de Maupassant’s the style 
is Bunner’s, and we are well acquainted with that 
quaint humor and originality.—etroit Free Press. 


They will delight all sorts and conditions of 
readers. — Pittsburgh Dispatch. 


THE RUNAWAY BROWNS 


Will bring more than one hearty laugh even 
from those unused to smile. —WN., P. GS. Bulletin. 


MORE SHORT SIXES 


You smile over their delicious absurdities, per- 
haps, but never roar because they are “awfully 
funny.’’— Boston Times. 


sd 


THE SUBURBAN SAGE 


Mr. Bunner in the present volume writes in his most happy mood.— Boston Times 





PRICE, in Cloth :: :: 


3: $1.00 per Volume. 





or by mail from the Publishers on receipt of price. 


295-309 Lafayette Street, New York. 


aa 


Address: PUCK, 











Papa. — Are you writing to that sweetheart of yours again, Edith? Why, 
you seem to have been doing.so for years. How do you sign your letters ? 

Epiru.—Oh, I always say: “I remain, ever your loving Edith Jones.” 

Papa. — Oh, well, strike out the “I remain” and the “ever,” and put 
three scores under “Jones.” It’s time that young man was coming to the 
point. — Zi#- Bits. 





OTHERS may have said the same thing, but this rather unsympathetic 


comment is attributed to the late Judge Hoar: 


“Are you going to attend the funeral of General Butler?” a friend asked 


him. 


“No,” was the calm reply. “No, I am not going to attend — but I heartily 
approve of it.”— 7he Argonaut. 
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Shaving 
Soap 


“The only kind that won't smart or dry on the face ” 


The fashions in beards may change, 
but the creamy, refreshing lather of 
WILLIAMS’ SHAVING STICK 
is always the same. 


May be had in the form of Shaving Sticks or Shaving Tabiets. 
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CorrmGnt, 1067, GY KEPLER 6 SORWARTUAKE 





COPYRIGHT 1907 BY KEPPLER & SCHWARTHANN Copyright, 1908, by Keppler & Schwarzmann 































A PASTORAL STUDY. Photogravure In Sepia, 15 x 12 in. 
By George W. Blake. PRICE FIFTY CENTS. 


COPrTRGnT. 1067. TY KEPPLER & SCHWARINARD 








By E. Frederick. 
Photogravure in Carbon Black, 15 x 19 in PRICE ONE DOLLAR. 


Copyright 1908 by Keppler & Schwarzmann 





ema reaeeik = 
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ONLY FIVE MINUTES WALK TO THE STATION. 










































THE RISING TIDE. 
By George Blake. Photogravure in Carbon Black, 11x 8 in. 
PRICE TWENTY-FIVE CENTS. 


COPYRIORT, 906, BY KEPPLER scHwanreann 
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THE RIGHT MOVE, Photogravure in Sepia,’ 19 x 14 in. 





By Stuart Travis. PRICE ONE DOLLAR. 
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THE WHITE MAN’S BURDEN. 
By Stuart Travis. 
Photogravure in Sepia, 12x 15 in. PRICE FIFTY CENTS. 

















PROOFS 


Photogravures from PUCK 








MAKE HANDSOME 
DECORATIONS FOR 


COLLEGE ROOMS 
CLUB ROOMS 
THE PARLOR 


THE LIBRARY 
THE “DEN” 





PRICE 


COPYRIGHT, 1908 BY KEPPLER & SCHWARTWANN 


THE FIRST AFFINITY. 
By Carl Hassmann, 
Photogravure in Carbon Black, 8x11 fn, 


TWENTY-FIVE CENTS. 




















By Stuart Travis. 


Send Ten Cents for New 
Catalogue with over Seventy 
Miniature Reproductions. 


HIGHER EDUCATION, Photogravure in Sepia, 19% x 15 in. 


PRICE ONE DOLLAR. 


Copyright , 1908, by Keppler & Schwarrmann 





PUCK ala 


295-309 Lafayette Street NEW YORK 





Art Stores and Dealers supplied by 
Gubelman Company, 801 Third Ave., New York 











Copyright, 1906, by Keppler & Schwarmmann 














EVOLUTION OF THE ENGAGEMENT RING. 
By Shef Clarke. 














Photo Gelatine Print, 12x9 in. PRICE 25 CENTS. 


By George Blake. 


HUNGRY. 
Photogravure in Carbon Black, 8 x 21 in. 


PRICE TWENTY-FIVE CENTS. 
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ABSOL ERTAINTY. 
You can rest assured that you havea ‘ be 


sure current for ignition or 


lights, if you have a q 

Hubler-Dayton Storage Battery : It er ere 
on your boat or auto. An indestruct- | 

ible, compact batt of guaranteed Z 


voltage and capacity, built especially d 


for ignition and lighting work. It's hs LS Be St 


«Bitters 


worth your while to invest in it. 

Made in the same factory as the famous 
Apple ‘Ignition Dynamo, that keeps 
your battery charged right on your 
auto or motor boat. An interesting 
catalog sent on request. Write to-day. 


The Dayton Electrical Mfg. Co., 142 St. Clair St., Dayton,0. : 
= P aera: ee Makes every meal 
THe LitrLe Boy’s CompLaintr 
; iees & treat, even tothe 
A little boy in ‘Trenton, who has but a Me Pobes 
recently mastered his Catechism, con- nlite tea eat 
fessed his disappointment therein in the up the system. 








The Voice of the People: 


“Just the finest 









































following terms: : Sold Everywhere 
“Say, dad, I obey the fifth com- 
aia Y» need y fatt 4 LUYTIES BROTHERS, and most 
mandment an onor my father anc U.S. Agents, New York, 
mother, yet my days are not a bit es: ‘ 
longer in the land, for I’m put to bed delishtfully 
every night at seven o’clock just the A MODERNIZATION, 9: f 
same.” —Lippincott’s. There was a man in Washington, satisfy l ng 
Unless the legend lies, © 
SPRING CLEANING. Who got into an awful scrap b |’ 
“ Dad, I was simply great in relay And lost ‘most all his spies. eer ive 
events,” boasted the boy from college. And when he found his spies were gone, $ 
«‘Good enough, son. We'll make With all his might and main, THE MARATHON CHAMPION. on A ot tasted. 
use of them talents. Your ma will gp arog pe aig Tom LONGLEGS, THE AUSTRALIAN WONDER. 
7 c ” An got em bDack again. . : 
soon be Teady to re lay the carpets. —Lippincott a —_—_— Always the Same 
— Washington Herald. rp an : 
‘ yon would enjoy a genuine luxury|try a fruit Good Old Blatz 
THE New VERSION. cocktail—Abbott’s Bitters, grape fruit, sugar to euit 
“There are a good many prize- — ae dae : ee 
Ie not onty gives a high, glowing dur- VEN fighters and bridge-jumpers in the lite- Order a case To-day 
able polish to all metals, but the ong rary field. Still ” First Man.— Brown says that all he earns Ask for It at the Club, Cafe 
i ” oes on his wife’s back. or Buffet 
scsi ciiten: ‘eink We baseline all suateni, ialdiaaee “The publication of a manuscript ECOND AN.—1 ve only seen his wile at the eossapanmines laetied ested awece. 
wood while cleanin them, So 1 Ib bes. |For sale by doug) cediiaa: 5 : opera. According tothat, though, Brown doesn’t 
gin and Genlore. Gund Se ceamp ter sample to, & does not necessarily imply a lack of | OPeta- ag WO tam, thOUga, vO VAL. BLATZ BREWING CO.MILWAUKEC 
ashington St. literary merit."— Washington Herald. | eatn much.— Washington Evening Star. ao 




















Poor SANpy. 
sitet The young Scotchman never liked his mother-in-law, and this 
sso tedeinlastiad: weighed heavily on the mind of his wife, who was ill. 
Calling her husband to her bedside, she said to him: 
“Sandy, lad, I’m vera ill, and I think I’m gang to dee, and 


PUCK’S MO N I HLY before I dee I want you to gie me a promise.” 


“I'll promise,” said Sandy. “What is it?” 
MAGAZINE. “Weel, I ken that when I dee I'll hae a fine funeral, and I 
want you to ride up in front in a carriage wi’ my mither.” 
: “Weel,” sadly responded Sandy, “I've gied ye my word, an’ 
1s a Humorous Monthly for the Family it’s nae me that’s gang back on that; but I'll tell ye one thing, 
ye’ve spoilt the day for me.”— Zit-Bits. 
NO POLITICS, ALL FUN AND NOTHING 


























BUT FUN 
TROUBLE AHEAD. 
eee Sap Ope Tae DAuUGHTER.— He says my eyes are like limpid pools, father. 
AS FATHER.— Who does? 
UCK’S Publications are FOR SALE EVERY- DAUGHTER.— That young man who was in the drawing-room 
WHERE, or they may be ordered direct from our with me last evening. 
office. Address PUCK, New York. FaTHER.— Well, you tell him, if he stays late-again, I'll raid 
the poolroom. —Chicazo Evening News. 
TuHose Hats. Wuat He TuHovucnrt. 
A teacher of physical culture says that European peasant women are DeLonce (reading ).—Say, Shortleigh, what do you think of a dinner at 
blessed with health and strength because of the exercise they get in carrying $60 a plate? 
heavy baskets on their heads. How strong our fashionable women ought to SHORTLEIGH (with a sigh).—I don’t think of it at all. I think of free 
get this spring!—Mew York Herald. lunch.— Zrey Budget. 





Her MoruHerR WIT. 


A Kentucky girl whose father was an undertaker was sent to 
a fashionable New York boarding-school for a finishing term. One 
day one of the girls asked her what business her father was in. 
Fearing she would lose caste if she told the truth, she carelessly 
answered : “‘Oh, my father’s a Southern planter.”—Zippincott’s. 





PICKINGS FROM 
» #« # PUCK « « « 


AS ITS name implies, is a Quarterly Round- 
Up of the 





SHE EXPLAINS. 


“I love you with my whole heart.” 
“T can hardly believe that,” responded the Boston damsel. 


“1 swear it!” 
“Calm yourself, Waldo. Love is cerebral, not cardiac.”— 


Washington Ierald. 


Best Things in Puck 





SIXTY - FOUR PAGES OF JOKES 
AND CLEVERLY ILLUSTRATED 
HUMOR IN EACH NUMBER 


In CHICAGO. 
Mrs. DearBorn.—You say that is Mrs. Burke-Martin? 
Mrs. WapasH.—Yes. Burke was her maiden name and 


Martin was her husband’s name. 
“But why does she use the hyphen between the names?” 
“To show that she’s separated from her husband.”— Yonkers 


Statesman. 








25 Cents per Copy $1.00 per Year 
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Seger: 


THE PUCK PRESS 


GOING TO THE THEATER. 


FIND THE MAN WuHosr SALARY Is BUT TWELVE DOLLARS PER ? 





